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GRIGSBY  DESCENDANTS  DESCRIBE 
EMANCIPATOR'S  BIRTH;  ALSO  SIS- 
TER'S COURTSHIP,  MARRIAGE  AND 
SHORT  LIFE. 


By  ISAPKBNE  BIOHEV. 

IT  WAS  a  beautiful  day  last  spring  when  I  set  off  on  my  journey  to 
southern  Indiana  to  visit  the  Lincoln  country  and  talk  with  the 
descendants  of  the  neighbors  and  friends  of  the  Lii?colns,  some  o 
them  only  a  generation  removed.  I  had  gone  in  search  of  a  story  o£ 
the  living  boy,  Lincoln,  hoping  to  capture  and  release  him  from  the 
legendary  lore  that  has  gathered  about  him.  But  I  brought  away 
uith  me  the  story  of  his  sister  Sarah.  Sarah,  who  spent  most  of  her 
young  life  among  us,  and  who  lies  on  Hoosier  soil-forever  ours. 
Abraham  Lincoln  belongs  to  the  world  and  the  nation  has  built  him 
a  tomb;  Sarah  belongs  to  Indiana  and  we  have  given  her  a  monu- 
ment Tomorrow  the  nation  will  herald  the  birthday  of  her  brother. 
Yesterday,  her  birthday,  we  remembered  her  whom  he  left  with  us 
because  slif^  was  dear  to  him.  they  were.  Bringing  oul  a  pic- 
Gentryville,  my  stopping  place,  ture  of  the  Grigsby  spring  Mr. 
is  in  Hoosier  parlance,  "a  string-  Grigsby  told  me  a  little  shame- 
town  on  the  pike,"  a  village  facedly  that  it  was  there  Aaron 
through  which  the  highway  runs,  and  Sally  did  their  courting.  "And 
There  where  the  houses  begin  to  Sally  took  her  washing  there 
straggle  out  into  the  country  every  week  too,  as  they  did  in 
aeain  I  found  the  humble  home  those  days,"  added  Mrs.  Grigsby. 
of  Sarah  Lincoln  Grigsby's  great  ^  Out  at  the  Lincoln  farm,  a  mile 
nephew,  Mr.  Eli  Grigsby.  I  sat  from  Gentryvllle,  I  wandered  over 
through  the  sunny  afternoon  and  the  hUls  and  valleys  that  had 
listened  to  the  stories  of  the  Lin-  been  so  Intimate  a  part  of  the 
coins  he  had  heard  from  his  Llncolns  lives  for  14  years.  Fol- 
erandfather.  He  and  his  wife  lowing  a  path  through  the  woods 
spoke  of  "Sally"  (as  she  was  upon  a  little  knoll  I  found  a 
called  in  the  family)  as  intimately  country  church  yard  surrounded 
as  we  speak  of  the  older  gener-  bV  tall  forest  trees  Over  and 
ation  in  our  own  families,  and  th"^<^"8*»^the  fence  that  inclosed 
suddenly  "Sally"  stepped  out  It.  thick  scrub  and  crowding 
from  the  pages  of  a  book  and  be-  bushes  ^emed  threatening  to 
came  a  real  and  living  girl  to  me.  overthrow  the  jar„rier  and  cover 

"The  family,"  said  Mrs.  Grigsby.  ■  . 

-felt  awful  bad  abaut  the  way  the  place  with  their  wild  profu- 
she  had  to  £0."    "Did  they?"  I  s'on  of  green.   Stepping  high  over 


I     Over  the  pole  bed  on  which  .she 
lay,  a  thoughtful  hand  had  thrown 
a    huge    bear    skin    for  addefl 
warmth,  and  sealed  In  its  shagK.^' 
depths  was  a  little  girl  of  2,  fully 
dressed,  looking  v\ith  unblinking 
solemnity  at  her  motlier  and  this 
thing  of  wonder  that  had  somehow 
come  in  the  night.    Nothing  dis- 
turbed  the   stillness    except  the 
crackling  of  the  great  fire  in  the 
chimney  place,  as  it  leaped  and 
sparkled  its  way  to  the  frosty  air 
afcwve,  and  the  thud  of  the  logs 
as  they  broke  apart  and  settled 
to  their  work.     When  suddenly 
the  heavy  door  of  split  logs  was 
thrust  open  and   into   the  room 
burst  a  boy  of  10.    "Nancy,"  he 
breathlessly   called,   "Uncle  Tom 
says  as  how  you've  got  a  baby 
boy,   kin   I   tech   him   fur  good 
luck?    I've  run  the  hull  tv\'o  miles 
from  our  house  to  see  my  new 
cousin."    And  then  Nancy's  laugh 
broke  forth,  and  the  little  girl 
with  the  owl-like  eyes  pointed  her 
tiny  finger  at  the  baby  lying  in 
the  bed.    The  boy,  Dennis,  catch- 
ing her  up  lifted  her  high  above 
his  head  and  said  v\  ilh  a  shake,  "I 
know  what  you're  trying  to  say, 
little  Sairy,  you're  a  tiyin  to  lell 
me  about  the  new  baby  ain't  you? 
But  you  alluz  wuz  a  say-nothin 
little  gal." 

Thus  has  the  birth  of  Abraham 
Lincoln  been  described  for  us  by 
Dennis  Hanks,  second  cousin  of 


and 


returned.    "How  did  the  family  the    weeds    of  yesteryear 

feel     about     Aaron's     marrying  stumbling  over  vmes  and  uneven 

Sarah?"  I  asked.     I  wanted  to  S'^o""**  f  .T'*!  '"y.^^y/," 

know  for  it  is  a  well-known  fact  °'  f Lincoln  s  sis- 

that  the  Grigsbys  owned  a  great  ter   the /close ^companion  of  his 

deal  of  land  (and  orchards  for  dis-  yo"th,  whose  untimely  death  had 

tillmg  purposes,  according  to  Mr.  been  a  great  grief  t«  him. 

Grigsby)  at  the  time  of  Sarah's  She  lies  in  Old  Pigeon's  church- 

marrage  to  Aaron,  while  the  Lin-  yard,  distant  about  a  mile  from 

coins  were  humble  folk.    "Well,"  ^er  mother  s  resting  place.  But  to 

she    answered   hesitantly,   "Sally  [.eturn  to  the  story  of  Sarah,  the 

was  hired  help  and  you  know  how  "ving. 

you'd  feel  about  that."  _And  ^then  q^D  KENTUCKE,  in  a  little 


Monument  at  grave  of  Sarah 
Lincoln  Grigsby. 


countering  quickly.  "But  Sally 
was  a  fine  woman  and  the  family 
thought  a  great  deal  of  her."  "I 
am  quite  sure  of  that,"  I  assured 
her. 

Matter  for  Record. 

"You  knew,  didn't  you,  that  she 
was  buried  with  her  baby  in  her 
arms?"  she  questioned.  "No,  in- 
deed, I  didn't  know  that,"  I  told 
her,  "and  I  am  very  much  inter- 
ested in  it  for  so  far  as  I  have 


log  cabin  in  the  woods,  a  young 
mother  lay  with  her  newborn 
babe.  Through  the  window  shone 
the  pale  light  of  an  early  spring 
morning,  throwing  shadows  on  the 
dirt  floor,  and  casting  its  cold 
gleam  on  the  face  of  the  woman 
lying  within.  Tired  from  her 
night  of  pain  she  lay  with  her 
eyes  closed,  but  a  tender  look 
about  her  mouth  belied  the 
thought    that    she    was  asleep. 


read  that  fact  has  never  been  Rather  would  one  have  said  she 
told.'  Are  you  sure  of  it?"    "Oh,  ^"""l^TV'i 


yes,  I  am  sure  of  it,"  she  assured 
me,  "we  have  always  heard  it 
that  way."  To  which  Mr.  Grigs- 
by added  the  information  that  he 
had   heard   it   from   his  grand 


the  news  to  be  carried  that  she 
had  borne  her  first  son.  Waiting 
for  friends  to  come  so  that  this 
inner  smile  might  break  forth 
and  light  up  her  face,  and  the 


father  and  Uncle  "Nattie"  many,  room,  and  the  hearts  of  those  who 
manv  times  and  settled  it  con-  had  gathered  to  rejoice  with  her. 
clusively    by   saying   "and  they 
were  there."    Which,  of  course, 


Eli  L.  Grigsby,  great-nephew  of  .Sarah  Lincoln  Grigsby,  standing 
at  Grigsby  spring,  where  Aaron  met  and  courted  Sally. 
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Abraham,  wherein  we  have  our 
first  glimpse  of  quiet  little  Sarah. 
^  Skimming  quickly  over  the  ^years 
■■  Epent  In  Kentucky  we  come  to 
(ithe  time  when  the  family  of  four 
i-moved  to  the  "Indian  country  up 
f  Korth"  where  Sarah  became  the 
Linother  of  the  family  for  a  time. 
I  It  was  fall,  the  time  of  the  year 
f  when  the  milk-sick  attacked  the 
'  settlers,  and  Nancy  and  the  fos- 
ter parents  of  herself  and  Dennis 
Hanks.  Thomas  and  Betsy  Spar- 
row, who  had  followed  Nancy  to 
her  new  home,  had  been  the  vic- 
tims   of    it.    Dennis    had  been 
taken  into  the  Lincoln  home  after 
his  bereavement. 

"Oh  Lord,  O  Lord,"  he  tell.'; 
us  w  hen  he  was  a  man  of  90,  "I'll 
never  furgil  the  mizry  in  thai 
little  green-log  cabin  in  the  woods 
when  Nancy  left  them.  Abe  tried 
to  intere.'it  little  Sairy  in  I'arnin' 
to  read,  but  she  never  took  to  it. 
She  wuz  the  only  woman  m  the 
cabin  that  year,  an'  no  neighbors 
fur  miles.  She'd  git  so  lonesome, 
missin'  her  mother,  she'd  set  by 


the  fire  an'  cry.  Me  'n'  Abe  got 
'er  a  baby  coon  an'  a  turtle,  an' 
tried  to  git  a  fawn  but  we  couldn't 
ketch  any."  Sarah  was  the  cook 
and  housekeeper,  no  inconsider- 
able task  for  a  girl  of  11.  Those 
were  dark  days  for  the  only 
woman  in  the  cabin  and  it  must 
have  been  a  heartwarming  time 
when  her  stepmotJler  came  with 
her  own  two  daughters,  Elizabeth 
the  age  of. .Sarah,  und  Matilda, 
four  years  younger,  to  be  com- 
panions to  her,  and  again  to  feel 
the  glow  that  a  mother  can  bring 
to  a  home.  It  is  little  wonder 
that  in  the  words  of  Dennis  "she 
chirked  right  up." 

Sarah  Goes  to  Work. 

When  Sarah,  a  plump  girl  with 
dark  brown  hair  and  grey  eyes, 
and  a  rollicking  sense  of  humor 
like  her  brothel's,  was  19,  in  com- 
pany with  Abe  she  went  1o  work 
at  the  home  of  Josiah  Crawford, 
a  neighbor. 

Near  the  home  of  Mr.  Craw- 
ford lived  Reuben  Grigsby,  with 
a  large  family  of  children,  the 


oldest  of  whom  was  Aaron.  In 
those  days  the  Grigsbys  were 
considered  wealthy  and  belonged 
to  the  upper  10  class,  because 
they  lived  in  a  two-story  hewed- 
log  house;  and  even  In  these  days 
I  have  heard  from  the  neighbors 
that  they  are  "high-headed."  Pro- 
pinquity must  have  gotten  in  its 
full  work  for  one  day  Mrs.  Craw- 
ford's little  boy  Samuel,  came 
running  in  with  the  news  that 
Aaron  Grigsby  was  sparking  Sally 
Lincoln  and  that  he  had  seen  him 
kiss  her.  His  mother  admonished 
the  boy  and  told  him  he  must 
stop  watching  Sally  or  he 
wouldn't  get  to  the  wedding. 
Whether  he  "got"  to  the  wedding 
or  not,  there  was  a  wedding  in 
August  of  that  year  and  Cin- 
der,)5lla  left  her  crowded  cabin 
home  to  live  on  her  own  farm 
near  the  wealthy  Reuben. 

Sarah  Passes  Away. 

For  two  short  years  life  flowed 
by  in  untroubled  serenity  and 
then  Sarah  was  brought  to  child- 
bed.  Doctors  lived  far  away  from 


these  Bparsely  settled  communi- 
ties and  their  coming  Involved  no, 
little  trouble  and  expense,  so  that 
mldwives  generally  attended  the 
women.  On  this  night  one  of  the 
neighbor  children  remembered 
having  been  awakened  by  her 
mother's  voice  calling  for  some- 
one to  go  for  the  doctor  quick. 
But,  said  he,  "I  guess  they  let  her 
lay  too  long,"  and  Dennis  echoed 
the  same  thought  when  he  said, 
"I  reckon  like  pore  Nancy  she 
didn't  have  no  keer."  And  thus 
the  brief  candle  of  life  of  the 
gray-eyed  Sally,  which  had 
burned  with  a  steady  light  and 
flamed  into  a  warmth  of  happi- 
ness, had  suddenly  flickered  out 
with  a  gust  from  an  icy  wind. 

They  placed  her  in  the  benign 
care  of  Old  Pigeon,  with  her  baby 
in  her  arms,  and  two  brown 
standstone  slabs  picked  up  from 
the  countryside  a1  her  head  and 
her  feet,  frail  boundaries  of  her 
last  earthly  tenancy.  Aaron  fol- 
lowed her  three  years  later  hav- 
ing never  paid  any  attention  to 


any  other  woman  <  according  to 
the  Grigsbys)  his  small  tomb- 
stone bearing  the  terse  Jntorlp-  ; 
tion,  Aamon  Grlgsby-Bom-1801. 
Died  1831.  I  looked  all  around  tt  ! 
for  the  name  of  Sarah,  hii  wife, 
but  It  was  not  there.  For  nearly 
100  yearg  she  slept  in  her  nanu- 
less  grave  among  the  weeds  and 
rank  grasses  atld  nature's  wild 
flowers.  And  then  tier  itate  to 
which  she  had  come  in  its  infant 
year,  awakened  to  the  historical 
significance  of  her  grave  and  In 
1916  removed  the  small  slab  and 
erected  at  the  head  of  Abraham 
Lincoln's  sister  a  large  white 
monument.  Standing  like  a  ser- 
mon in  stone  it  seems  to  say: 
"And  the  humble  shall  be  exalt- 
ed." On  it  beneath  a  stone  nose- 
gay We  read  in  large  letters, 
Sarah  Lincoln-Wife  of-Aaron 
Grigsbv-Feb.  10,  1807-Jan.  20, 
1828. 

There  they  lie  side  by  side, 
each  with  their  separate  head- 
stones, a  little  family  with  a 
brief  love  story. 


V 


I 


I.KAVL   llh    l-l.StnlN'b  SlSTliFi. 


From  a  photograph  taken  for  McCi.ure's  Magazine.  Sarah,  or  Nancy,  Lincoln  was  born  in  Klizabcthtown,  Ken- 
tucky, in  1807.  In  1826  she  married  Aaron  Griysby,  and  a  year  later  died.  She  was  buried  not  far  from  Gentry  ville,  in 
what  is  now  called  "  Old  Pigeon  Cemetery."  Her  grave  is  marked  by  the  rude  stone  directly  over  the  star.  The 
marble  monument  in  the  centre  is  that  of  her  husband. 
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LiNfOMV  SiTKS  In  Indiana 


Lincoln  n(>yh<>(>(l  Nati(Mi;il 
Memorial,  Lint'oln  ('i(> 

Located  two  miles  east  of  Cumi- 
tryville,  Indiana,  on  Ixoute  ItiJ  m 
Spencer  County,  the  nienioiial  visi- 
tor center  has  a  nuiseuni.  two  memo- 
rial halls,  and  a  bookshop  with  a 
j;ood  selection  ofpuhlications  related 
to  Lincoln  and  thi'  National  Parks. 
The  building  exterior  leatures  live 
large' sculpted  limestone  panels  by 
hidiana  artist  E.  ]\.  Daniels  depict- 
ing important 
events  in  Lin- 
coln's life.  Hall- 
way gallerii's 
ofTer  permanent 
and  changing  ex- 
hibits on  pennil 
clothing,  pioneer 
I'mi'l.-.  t()ol>.  ;mil 
ihe  low  n  nf  I  in 
luln  ("it\. 

The  X:uu\ 
Hank.->  Liiuoln 
Hall,  in  one  w  mg 
III  the  memonal. 
linlds  a  t  in\  I '  .'-^ 
liM-i  iilTKe  whicii 
i\('c|).--  I  he  1  .i  IU  (  'I ' ' 
1  '  M  \ .  1 1 1 1 1 1 ;  1 1 1  I 

;'M-im;ii'k 
Aiii'I  her       w  1 1  iL 
■  illi-il     .\l  u'.i  h.  M 1 1 
l.iiu-uin         II, ill 
li.iuses  a  luMUli- 
t'ui  limestone- 
walled  chapel. 

Nancy  Hanks  Lincoln's  grave  lies 
on  a  knoll  rising  above  a  parklike 
mall,  an  easy,  250-yard  walk  from 
the  visitor  center.  The  Lincoln  cabin 
site  memorial  and  Living  History 
Farm  are  a  quarter-mile  north  of  the 
cemetery  and  can  be  reached  by  auto 
from  the  visitor  center,  by  a  direct 
foot  trail  from  the  cemetery,  or  by  the 
half-mile  Trail  of  Twelve  Stones. 
Both  trails  cross  the  LincDin  Trace, 
the  route  the  Lincolns  followed  to 
their  Little  Pigeon  Creek  homestead 
from  the  Ohio. 


While  not  original  to  the  Mie,  the 
homestead  farm  cabin  is  from  the 
ninetei-ntb  century,  mo\i'd  here  from 
a  nearl)\  location  and  ri'const ructi'd 
from  parts  of  several  period  cabins. 
It  stands  on.  or  \ei'y  near,  the  loca- 
tion of  the  original  Lincoln  home. 

(^lose  by  is  a  cm'ious  and  strangely 
moving  Lincoln  memorial  —  replicas 
of  the  sill  logs  and  hearthstones  from 
an  old.  old  cabin,  unearthed  in  19iM 
when    the    Nancv    Hanks  Lincoln 


buried.  Portions  of  the  church  are 
original.  The  park  is  open  yeai'- 
round.  Additional  information;  Lin- 
coln State  i'ark,  P.O.  Box  216,  Lin- 
coln City,  IN  •17r)r)2  (H12-9;}7-47  10). 

"^'oung  Abe  Lincoln,"  a  musical 
drama  on  Lincolns  life,  is  presented 
in  a  roofed  outdoor  amphitheater 
nightl\'  (except  Monday  I  at  8:15  I'M  , 
late  -June  through  late  August.  Addi- 
tional information:  Young  Abe 
Lincoln,  P.O.  Hox  7-21,  Lincoln  City, 
IN  -17552  (812- 
9;i7-.149;ii 


riie  I  .incoln 
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Poniierly  the 
Look  .\  W'aneii 
Lincoln  l.iliiar\ 
,111(1  .M  n  -ei  I  ID ,  I  lie 
lii>i',ir\  1^  the 
l;irgc.--l  pn\ale 
(  III  led  ion  ol  orga- 
ni/i'il  mloniia- 
I  lull  III!  .Xhraliii ni 
I  1 1 K  nl  n .  The  mu- 
-i  inn  h.i-  -i\i  \ 
Iiil.ii  - 

I    M  I   'I'll   III  1  ■ 

Li-i..,l  Mi-i 


;  I  r- 
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III 


I  ll:  III 
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Memorial  was  begun.  The  bronze 
castings  of  the  sill  and  hearth  mark 
"the  traditional  site  of  a  log  cabin 
home  built  by  Thomas  Lincoln  and 
his  son,  Abi'aham." 

Additional  information:  Lincoln 
Boyhood  National  Memorial,  Lin- 
coln City,  IN  47552  1812-937-45411. 

I>in('()!n  Stale  F*ark 

Adjacent  to  the  Lincoln  Boyhood  Na- 
tifmal  Memorial,  the  1.747-acre  park 
holds  the  Little  Pigeon  Creek  Bap- 
tist Church  and  the  cemetery  where 
Abraham  Lincoln's  sister,  Sarah,  is 


~1..|\  m| 

hie  f.x 
1 1  irl  I II  |i  • 
iiuuiii  maiui- 
>eiijits  and  docu- 
ments, the  Hag  that  draped  Lincolns 
box  at  Ford's  Theatre,  one  of  the 
President's  shawls,  and.  several 
pieces  of  china  from  the  Lincoln 
White  House. 

Three  period  rooms — the  Indiana 
log  cabin,  the  Springfield  law  office, 
and  the  War  Department  telegraph 
room — offer  the  flavor  of_Iife  . of  the 
mid-nineteenth  century. 

Additional  information:  The  Lin- 
coln Museum,  1300  S.  Clinton 
Street.  Fnr\  Wayne.  IN  46801  (219- 
455-3864). 

Don  Da  i  mport 
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